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A GC: > 
' SCENE an Avartanid i in Brutus's Hou 


Enter Brutus and Mutius. 


MurTivs. 


HERE is that Energy in all thy 
23 Words, 

II find my Soul elated, while thou 
2 charm'ſt 

To Virtue, and lead'ſt on, to glorious 
Deeds; 


How impotent how wav'ring my Reſolves, 
Till thy Paternal Precepts form'd my Soul 
To look on Danger with a manly Eye, 

To breath in Freedom or forego to breath ! 


Brut. 


2 PoRSENNA's Inva/ion ; or, 


Brut. Mutius, there is a Portion of this Life, 0 

A bitter Portion at its ſtated Seaſon, | 
That gives our Actions to the fi'ry Proof 
To bid us in the Line of Honour live, 
Or ſink us to the baſe Plebeian Claſs: 
Such are the Perils of this motly Time 
Sent by the Gods to prove the Roman Worth, 
When vain Ambition with exalted View, 
O' erlooks the World, and FE: the leſning Globe 
Shrink in it's Orb too narrow for her Pride, 
When Envy, ſick'ning at our happy State 
Sends all her Furies from the blackeſt Hell, 
Steeps ev'ry Laſh in Virulence of Rage. 
And hiſſes Diſcord thro? the jarring World. 
Now muſt thy Courage, Eagle-winged, ſoar, 
Riſe o'er the Tempeſt, and diſdain the Storm, 
Or lie obſcure and grovel in the Duſt, 

Mut. Fear knows me not; I'm ſprung from 

Roman Stem, 

And happ'ly nurtur'd by thy Guardian Care, 
My Breaſt is fortify'd, my Boſom glows, 
I pant for Action, lead on, my Brutus, 
Point out the Path, and Mutius ſhall purſue 
Thro? ev'ry Danger, ev'ry Lane of Death. 

Brut. There is that Ardour in thy chearful Breaſt, 
Thoſe Seeds of Honour treaſur'd in thy Soul, 
That, Mutius, they awake my choiceſt Care 
To cultivate thy Mind, to watch o'er Thee, 

As tender Parent o'er a darling Son: 

Theſe, Mutius, when with cool judicious Thought 
I weigh'd, in Reaſon's Scale, the Roman Youth, 
To find a Partner worthy of my Ward, 


Bid 
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Bid Thee ſhine foremoſt in my wary Sight, 
And bid my Wiſdom fix her Choice on Thee. 
Mut. The beſt the kindeſt Deity in Heavin 
Serenly ſmil'd on that propitious Hour, Wurf 
When Brutus markt me for this happy Choice : | 
By thine illuſtrious Courſe I ſhape my own, _ 
Shall ſtretch with Reſolution to the Goal, 
While Brutus chears, and Clelia weaves the Wreath, 
Brut. Go on, my Son, be ſteady to the Courſe 
Thou now haſt enter'd into, urge it on, 
Let not the Tertor of an hoſtile Brow, 
Nor ſoothing Voice of ſubtile'Policy _ * 
Deter thee from the Great, the goodly Cauſe ; _ 
Think that thy Life was lent thee by the Gods 
To ſerve thy Country, to maintain her Rights, 
Nor muſt the Jewel gripingly be held, 8 
When Rome, whene'er the Cauſe of Rome demands Ie, 
Mut. Gods! Shall a Tyrant, ſhall his Vaſſal Race 
With Romans, freeborn Romans, dare contend? _ 
Thinkeſt thou, Brutus, that an Hoſt of Slaves 
Can quell the Spirit of a ſingle Renan. 
Whom Reaſon guides, Freedom to Action warms. 
Brut. Freedom's the Source of noble Sentiments, 
Of gen'rous Thoughts, and ev'ry great Deſign : 
Enrich'd by her the Soul is truly Brave, 
O'erlooks the Perils of the raging Field, 
And ſcorns the Tincture of a ſervile Pear 
Diſdains the Gift of Life, tho* from the Gi 
If ſfulli'd with the Stain of Servitude : 
Born on Aerial Pinion wings her Courſe, 
Spurning the ſordid Earth, to native Heay'n. 


Aut, 
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Mut. True Fortitude ſhall ſtring the Roman 
Nerves | 

To ſtem this Torrent of Invaſive Pow! 5 

And daſh her Surges into idle Air. 

We'll burſt upon theſe Clouds like Heav'n born Day, 
And ſend them fleeting to the Shades of Night. 
Brut. Theſe are the Sallies of a youthful Heart, 

That, confident of innate Courage, ſwells 

At Threats of Danger, and defies their Force: 
Intent on Glory, beaming from on high, 

Eſſays the Labour of the craggy Rock, 

Dreads not the falling Steep, the hanging Shelve, 
But upwards moves, and bears his Eye aloft : 

Yet nobly daring, heedleſs of his Steps, 

Too oft the Youth unwary treads, too oft 

He finks in midway Strife to ſudden Fate: 

Conduct gives Firmneſs to the wary Step, 

Gives Circumſpection to the cautious Eye 
To look on Danger in its trueſt Light, 

And wake new Vigour at each growing Toil, 
Shrinks not before the Foe, nor lights their Pow'r, 
Checks not the Vigour of a generous Breaſt, 

But tempers Wildneſs of effervent Rage, 
Blended with Courage happily compleats 

The daring Heroe, and the leading Chief. 

Mut. Thou, great Preceptor of the Roman Youth, 

Canſt quicken into Gales the vital Breeze, 

And give the Ballaſt of a ſteady Courle : 
Improvement follows ev'ry balmy Word 

To charm the Ear, to win upon the Soul, 

And lo! Young Lartius hails thy Evening Hours. 
To learn the Duties of a Roman Chiet, 


Enter 
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Enter Larius. | 


Brut. Lartius, Importance ſits upon thy Brow : 
Speak, ſay what Tidings of th approaching Foe ? 
Lar. Not fifteen Stones from hence, their Duſt 
appears. | 
Brut. They're welcome, and the Moroing early 
. Suh | 
Shall riſe on Thouſands, that muſt hail no more 
Returning Dawn, but kiſs with trembling Lips 


The parting Ray, and take eternal Leave. 


Lar. Gods! am I Roman born, and live to ſee 7F | 
Wake, Roman Vigour, hence, ye F emale Tears; 
Go mingle with my Blood; and fire my Rage. my 

Brut. What wakes this Tumult in thy hurry'd 

Breaſt? 2 43); 

Lar. But now] viſited the outer Walls, 

Where wild Confuſion crouds to very Gate, 
Fright, and pale Fear with eager Steps precede, 
And Terror urges on the length'ning Train: 

The chearleſs Peaſant with retorted Eye 

Looks languid on the Fields no more his own, 
While tender Infants and the feeble Oleg 
Now faint, now gather Speed to reach the Town 


All is Confuſion thro” the rural Plains, 


Brut. Whither bends their Courſe ? 

Lar. To the Janiculum. 
Panting for Action, thither bend our Troops 
With honeſt Looks, that ſpeak: intrepid Hearts, 
While gentle Pity riſing in the Breaſt - -' 
Moves a ſoſt Sorrow to recline their Head 
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At meeting Crouds on Crouds, diſtreſsful Friends, 
Vengeance awakes each Spirit, ſtrings each Nerve, 
And gives a warlike Muſick to the Voice 
Vowing a warm Reception to the Foe: 
No Thoughts of Eaſe, till Peace reſume her Seat, 
And call the Fieldman to his quiet Home. 
. Mut. Muſt Man like the wild Savage, prey on 
Man, 
Gorge his Appetite with his Species Spoil? 
Is there no Greatneſs, but that blazon'd out 
With Blood of Thouſands ? no Triumphs but theſe 


, The plaintive Wretch muſt ſolemnize with Groans ? 


Shall Grandeur to Deſtruction owe its riſe, 
As baleful Flames grow brighter gath'ring Strength 


By madly waſting the ſurrounding Piles ? 


Brut. Mutius, true Grandeur ſoars a nobler Flight 
The gen'rous Soul of noble Sentiments 
Attends its Species with a tender Eye, 
Pours in the wounded Breaſt the balmy Draught, 
To ſooth its Anguiſh, and expell its Pain, 
Marring the Proſpects of Oppreſſive Pow'r 
Elates the cheerleſs Heart, unlocks the Mind, 
And claims due Praiſes from the grateful Tongue, 
That owes its Melody to bounteous Him. 
Mut. Be that the Model of my future Life. — 
Yes ſomething dawns within me, Heav'n-born 

Thought, 

I ſhan't be idle in this glourious Cauſe, 
But bid Hetruria dread a youthful Arm. 
Brut. My Sons, together ſeek the comely Toil, 
Thou'lt be his Shield, and he'll be, Mutius, Thine: 
With honeſt Emulation fir'd each blow, 


You 
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You give, with double Vigour ſhall deſcend. | 

Mut. So from the Foreſt two young Lions ruſh 
To fleſh their Maiden Weapons on a Herd 
Of wanton Stags, who dare too near approach 
The Royal Covert of their princely Sire: 
The Herd grows Faint beneath the Lion's Shock, 
Repent their Folly, Force ſuperior | 
And ſeek the Paſture of the diſtant Grove, 

[Exeunt Mutius and Lartius. 


Manet Brutus. 


Tis now the foft, the ſilent midnight "BN 

When Nature, Parent Nature ſwathes the Senſes, 

And foſters them with Draughts of balmy Refſt. 

Then why ſhou'd Brutus be exempted ? — Why 

Do I not ſhare the Blefling of my Species? 

No deep-dy'd Guilt, nor vain ambitious View 

Diſtracts my Soul to baniſh Nature's Gift. 

But, Brutus, Prudence bids the Juſt awake, 

The Good muſt ward againſt the Tyrant Sword, 

The ſecret Dagger of the Traitor-Hand. — 

Lawleſs Porſenna, who with boundleſs Pride 

Wou'd graſp the Globe, wou'd break the Neck of 
Kings, 

Aims the Subverſion of our Native W 

Awake Liberty, wake, avert the Blow. 

—O! Rome, O] My Country! — are there not 

Romans ? — 

Pardon me, Heroes — yes, we've Romans ſtill, 

Will ſell their Freedom dear, or rather drive 

The bold Invader from the Lion's Chace, 


B 2 But 
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But from my own Source ( baſe degen'rate Boys!) L 
Have not Traitors iſſu'd, to blaſt my Fame? 
To ſhake my beſt, my firmeſt Hopes 
[ Within, Brutus! 
Brat. Who calls Brutus ? —*tis nought but the 
| Vapour | 
Of my ſleepleſs Brain [i my Brutus!) * 
what art? 
What &er thou art, know Bums is prepar'd, 
And thus will ſeek You | 
[ Goes o the Door with his Sword drawn, 
Lucretia's Ghoſt meets him, he retires. ] 
Whence this cold Horror, 
That creeps thro? ev'iry Chamber of my Breaſt ? 
Say, what art thou, that thus unmanneſt Brutus? 
Art thou ſome Spirit come, with boding Voice, 
To ſing the Downfal of my Country's Freedom? 
Or art ſome better Genius fraught with Grace 
To guide my Actions, and direct my Thoughts ? 
Say, why the coward Blood deſerts my Veins 
Flowing tumultuous to my loaded Heart ? 
Why ſhakes my languid Soul upon her Throne? 
Why tremble thus my flacken'd Nerves ? What art? 
Speak, Speak, unlock my Senſes from this Stupor. 
Gho. Is Lucretia from thy Remembrance wip'd. 
Brut. No, honour'd Shade, nor ever ſhall,” but 
the Bloom, 3 
That once diſtingniſh'd Thee from all thy Sex, 
Is gone: Wan Faleneſs has diſguiſed Thee, | 
The vivid Eye, that once ſpoke Love, and Awe, 
Is fix d, is motionleſs, — Why viſiteſt ; | 
Thou Brutics ? What Importance bids thee quit 
The 
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The bleſt Abodes; for ſure the bleſt Abodes 
Are thine, if Virtue claims Ccleſtial Care. 

bo. I know the Struggles of thy virtuous Soul, 
Thou Patron of my Cauſe, and Rome's Freedom, 
I've watch'd thee, Brutus, in thy manly Toils, 
Have. hover'd round thee in the Rage of Fight, 
To turn aſide the Death-fraught Javlin? s Point, 
Unſtring the Nerve of fell uplifted Arm, 
And rob the falling Weapon of it's Force : 
I've ſmil'd and trembled, in the Ranks of War, 
While Fate hung on thy Sword, and gave the Deaths, 
That ſeem'd to threaten Thee: thou'rt ſtill my Ward: 
Mov'd at the Toils of thy labouring S 
I come to ſolve thy Doubts. 

Brut. Speak, Lucretia, ? 
Speak, let each Accent be the Book of Fate: 
Say but that Rome ſhall triumph o'er her Foes, 
The Gods diſpoſe of Brutus, as they will. — 
Why do I doubt? Lucretia's Soul was here 
Spotleſs, and now by pure Elyfan Air 
Refin'd, can't be the Harbinger of III. 
Say on, hide not a ſingle Circumſtance. 

Gho. The Pow'rs Celeſtial have an Eye to Rome, 
Have weigh'd het in the Balance of the Fates, 
And found her waver, till the ſteady Weight 
Of Harmony and Virtue pois'd the Scale: 
Thus Rome ſhall flouriſh, but Rome mult be try'd 
In the Furnace of Broils, and fry Tumults: ” 
Let her adhere to Conſtancy, and Virtue, 
And Rome ſhall be the Darling of the Gods, 
The Poiſe of States, the Guardian of their Rights, 
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Unhurt midſt all the Diſcord of the World, 
The Schemes of Tyrants, and the Rage of Foes. 
Brut. Thou precious Ghoſt ! thou haſt reviv'd 
my Soul, | 
Giv'n Wings to my Hopes, If in Elyzium 
There be a Station bleſt above the Reſt, 
Be it Lucretia's for theſe happy Tidings : 
Thy Boaſts, Porſenna, yaniſh in the Air, 
Targuin, thou Offspring of a Tyrant Race, 
This Hand ſhall reach thy vile licentious Heart: 
Yes I, I will avenge this injur'd Shade. 
Ghe. Hold, Brutus, againſt Tarquiz guard thee 
well, 
Avoid young Tarquin as thy certain Bane ; 
Tho' doom'd to fall, the Savage with his Fangs 


Shall tear the Hunter; avoid him, Brutus, „ 


As Life thou tendereſt; one Ruin waits 
Young Targuin, and th' Avenger of my Wrongs. 
Brut. What! rob me of my Honour, tender Ghoſt? 
Thy Cares are vain: Brutus regards not Life, 
When weigh'd with Freedom, Glory, Liberty. 
Yes, I will ſeek the Spoiler, tho* Nations 
Hem him in Rank on Rank, tho' Terror glare 
From ev'ry Sword, and Death obeys the Stroke, 
The Cauſe of Liberty I undertake ; 
And Brutus will purſue the glorious Cauſe, 
Suppreſs this growing Fire, that threatens Rome, 
Tear the Brand, tho? he periſh in the Flame. 
Gho. Brutus, thy Life is dearer than Revenge : 
Revenge! my injur'd Shade breaths out Revenge 
But let ſome other Arm, ſome Arm leſs dear 
Reach 
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Reach the devoted Villian : Freely range : 
And deal thy Deaths thro ev'ry Lane of War, 
But here reſtrain thy Hand ; touch not Targuin, 
Urge not the Fates. —I can no more. Farewel 
Farewel! live, Brutus, Succels attend Thee. 
[hoſt forks. 
Brut. What! loſt! fo ſudden loſt! like EY 
Dream, 
That leaves the waken'd Reſver more perplex . 
This let me gather, — Rome may yet be ſafe : 


The Means ſhe marks is Harmony: — bleſt Means! 


Yet there's the Doubt. — Thou Mazy Labyrinth! 
Tedious Futurity ! &en of a Day, 
A little Day, that leſſens while we doubt. 


Young Tarquin dies! Bleſt Gba ! Young Tir 


dies. 
The bold Invader of my Country's Peace: 
He falls a Victim to his Tyrant-Pride 
And Brutus falls, if Brutus dare engage: | 
Enough - O ! Glorious Fall, that with it draws 
Ambition's tow'ring Summit to the Earth! 


So pounces, Heav'nly Vigour from above, 

The Bird of Glory, Armiger of Jove ; 

If ſome Infectious Dragon creſted, dare 

Hiſs his black Venom, and approach too near. 

Tho? ſure of Death, the Warrior chearful flies, 

Tears the bold Foe, and crown'd with Conqueſt 
dies, | [ Exit. 
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SCENE the Guards at the Foct of the Bridge 
leading tb the Janiculum. 


© BALLET 


— . 


Enter Lartius ts Horatius Cocles. 


H. Coc Es. 


AND: Who art Pom Lartius 2 44 
bo whither meaneſt Thou ? 
Lar. To ſeek my Poſt, and boldly | 
meet the Foe. ; | 
H. Coc. Art thou a Roman, and with 
vain Delay 
Deferrit ſo long the filling of thy Charge ? | 
This Hour the Sun has wak'd him to his Courſe, 
And bluſhes from his Seat, with angry Red 
Jo ſee a Soldier abſent from his Care. 
| Lar. The Spirit of a Roman guides thy Voice: 
Yet know me, Cocles, know me of that Frame, 
I ſcorn in any Courſe, where Honour leads, 
Where Rome contends, to loſe a ſingle Step. — 
The Senate in deep Counſel watch the Night, 
And bid the Morn be Witneſs of their Toil 
For the dear Safety of their Parent Rome, 
Where after various Thoughts, that each in Turn 
Bore 
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Bore its Weight, this determiti'd laſt Decree 
Sway'd all. — Brutus within the Walls remains 

To awe the Multitude, to win their Hearts, 

If any adverſe Fortune ſhou'd o erturn 

The Roman Cauſe; and draw to Targuin's Wiſh 
Their wav'ring Minds, not fully yet effay*d: 

H. Coc. And much the Publick Safety it imports; 
They owe him, Lartius, tender Love and Awe: 
His Words have Weight among them to reſtrain, 
Or win their giddy Tempers to his Will. 

Lar. A freſh Supply is order'd to the Camp, 
Which Party I comman&gith Joy at Heart 
To meet thee thus; this once again — Perhaps — 

H. Coc. Perhaps, it is the laſt, my Friend wow'd 

ſay : | 1 
Heav'n fend it, tho* Death, in the glorious Cauſe, 
Puts bn a gorgeous Habit to invite, 
And Fame prepares with Silver Trump to found 
Their deathleſs Praiſe; who dare ſo nobly fall; 
Yet Wartior (let me own it) tho? my Breaſt 
Ne'er harbour'd Fear, nor ſicken'd at the Thought 
Of Danger, in this parting, moving Hour 
Something of Softneſs ſwims before my Eyes. 

Lar. Bluſh not to own it, Cocles, gen*rous Souls 
Have Sentiments unknown to meaner Minds, 
Nor can the Man be truly brave, whoſe Bent 
Is ſolely on deſtroying hoſtile Ranks, 

And leaves no Corner to regret a Friend. 

I wou'd not for an Age of tedious Life 

Barter an Hour of Glory, yet am pleas'd 

JT indulge a Moment 1 with thee thus; 
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To breath, to meaſure out the tedious Hours 
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A while forget the Tumult of the War, 
And calmly wifh thee, in my Abſence, ſafe. 

H. Coc. O] that we cou'd together nobly ſtrive 
Amidſt this Rage of Fight, as erſt we have, 
With honeſt Pride each other to outdo ; — 

But here I'm penn'd, this Bridge my narrow Poſt, 


Where thouſand Thoughts poſſeſs th' inactive Mind. 


Engendred Vermin- like in ſtanding Pools: 
Go, Lartius, Conqueſt crown thy happy Brow, 
Go, be all Soul, be mindful of thy Race, 


Be brave and claim a Portion with the Gods. 


Lar. Horatius, thou remindeſt well: Farewel; 
Short is the Soldier's Leave, when Duty calls. 
Exit Lartius. 


H. Coc. ¶ Lool ing after bim.] Thither he goes — 


He climbs the Hill — he's gone. 
Thou riſing Sun, O!] when before this Morn 
Haſt thou beheld Horatius idly Wait 
To learn from others the Succeſs of War; 
And not be preſent in it's ev'ry Turn, — 
If any be ſo mean, in yonder Toil, 
To wiſtr for Safety, or luxurious Reſt, 
Gods place me, place Horatius ia his ſtead, 
And waft the Peaſant to inglorious Eaſe, 
To ſlumber thoughtleſs on the feather'd Couch, 
Or Stretch ſupinely in the verdant Shade: 
While I may challenge Death from ev'ry Rank, 
May chace the Monſter from our Roman Sons 
To wanton o'er, and prey on weaker Foes : 
What, what is Living ? not in idle Sloth 


By 
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By Motion of a Dial, or by Sports | 
The vain Deceptions of a Life miſpent, 
But to diſtinguiſh ev'ry lowing Hour 
With ſome great Action, Honour's eldeſt Birth 
Full fraught with Luſtre, and a Country's Good, 
This is to live, to wear a gorgeous Robe, | 
Whence Gems of Glory ſparkle in full Day, 
And bid us prize the Garment's lateſt Thread. 
But heark, a diſtant Shout. — The Foe appears: 
Now take the Sword, the Helmet, and the Spear. — 
No I'm fix'd, this my Poſt. —I may advance. — 
I will, and ev'ry eager Senſe ſhall rove 
'To gather in a Proſpect of the Fight. 
[ Retires to one Door; Brutus enters at the other 
without obſerving him. ] 
Brut. Enough! be calm, my lab'ring Soul, be calm, 
With Patience wait the Iſſue of a Day. — 
Heark yon Alarm: It ſpoke Succeſs, and now 
Another, burſting forward, ſtrikes my Ear 
To tell the Romans fail, the Romans fall : 
So, by his brouſing Flock, ſome Shepherd ſtands, 
And hears the diſtant Surges laſh the Beach 
With Sound confus'd, while Wind and Tide contend: 
Onward they grumbling roll impetuous Farce, 
And roaring break upon the rocky Shelves, 
While ſwelling Blaſts correct the adverſe Foam, 
And chide it, muttring back a ſhrill Retreat. 
[ Cocles advances not ſeeing Brutus.] 
H. Coc. The Conflict rages obſtinately warm. 
Brut. What Numbers in the Eddy of this Fight 
Muſt periſh! Fell Ambition ! Hell- born Fiend, 
Thou com'ſt to ſow Diſſention on the Earth, 
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To mar, with envious Wrath, the Human Race, 
The goodly Work thou can'ſt not imitate: 
The noble Paſſions, grafted in the Mind. 
To ſet the Man on Action, lend a Breeze 
To waft him o'er the Courſe of tedious Life, 
Thou raiſeſt into Storms, to diſcompoſe 
And wreck the Voyager with various Care. 
H. Coc. My Honour'd Brutus abſent from the 
Fiel, , 
And barely liſt'ning to the Rage of War! 
Brut. War call'ſt thou this? War | is too great 2 
Name, 
War is a Title honourably juſt, 
But this the Dagger of th' Aſſaſſin Hand, 
That waits with private Malice to deſpoil 
Th' unwary heedleſs Traveler, to beſet 
The Quiet dwelling of the peaceful Hind. 
What has Porſenna with our Rome to do, 
Our Laws, our Statutes? why ſhou'd he preſume 
To vreſt our Conſtitution to his Will? 
What Sanction for theſe his Invading Pow'rs? 
Weak ſpecious Shew, to reinſtate Targuin, 
Tarquin expell'd by well digeſted Laws. — 
If we condemn licentious Tyrant Pow'r, 
Muſt he controu] and canvaſs what is juſt, 
What not? Is he a Zove ? Muſt Men ſubmit 
Their Actions to the Cenlure of his Pride ? 
What haughty Madoeſs? Jet him rule at Home 
His bending Vaſſals; Romans will be free. 
H. Coc. This Hour I've gather'd from the varying 
Shouts 
That dubjous Conqueſt wavers where to fix 
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The feeble Struggles of a dying Foe. 
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The Palm: on Freedom's brave reſiſting Front, 
Or add a Trophy to Ambition's Creſt. 

Brut. Heav'n blaſt the Force of vain Ambition's 

Views 

That Bane of Mankind, Source of human Ils, 
Whence taught, the Tyrant learns to look on Men 
As Vaſlals to the Pleaſure of his Will: 
To bend the ſupple Neck, to freely ſhed 
Their hapleſs Blood a wanton Sacrifice 
To ev'ry Idol Paſſion of his Mind. — 
But heark ! — another Shout —I muſt retire : 
Within the City lies my ſtricter Charge: 
Ye Sons of Rome, be mindful of your Cauſe, 
Aſſert your Liberty, aſſert your Laws. [ Exit Brutus. 


Manet Horatius Cocles. 


H. Coc. The Sound of Battle plays upon my Ear, 
Riſing and falling like a Winter Guſt 
That bears againſt ſome ſturdy diſtant Grove — 
That was a Roman Voice, a Voice of Joy : — 
O] Vidloria, ſmile on the Roman Arms, —— 
But, heark! again etruria's Shouts prevail: 
Bear, bear my Countrymen, this laſt Effort 


[ Looks out. ] Death to my Hopes! Treaſon! our 
Romans yield, 


There muſt be Treachery if Romans fly, 

Shame! Grief! out Sword, and end thy Maſter's 
Pain 

No: truſty Weapon, we'll defend our Poſt. — 

Here will I ſtand, this madding Torrent ſtem, 


Or 
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Or nobly periſh in the gen'ral Wreck. 
[ Within, Fly, fly.] Romans run acroſs the Stage. 7 
LH. Coc. 40 them. ] Whither wou'd ye fly? Whither 
Madmen, whither ? 
Gods! Sons of Rome! and dare ye turn your Backs? 
Here lies your Safety, in this Spot alone: 


Deſtroy the Bridge: Down, down, uſe Fire, and 


Sword, 
Uſe ev'ry Inſtrument, that Rage invents." 
My ſingle ſelf will ſtand this ruſhing Shock, 
Will quaſh their Fury, till the Danger's o'er. 


Enter Lartius and Herminius. 


H. Coc. Lartius! Thou in the Medley of this 
Rout ? 
And thou Herminizs ! — better had I met. 
Lifelefs your Coarſes on the Hoſtile Plain, 
Hemm'd in with Thouſands of the flaughter'd Foe. 
Lar. Witneſs theſe honeſt Wounds, we idled not. 
Our Soldiers acted Roman Parts: moſt did, 
But Treaſon Jurks within the Hearts of ſome, 
And, Mildew-like, has eat their Force away. 
II. Coc. Ha! by Heav'n ye bleed; retire and 
refreſh, 
Her. No, Cocles, we'll together nobly ſtand, 
Together nobly fall, or greatly work 
A Nation's Safety by this laſt Effort. 


Enter Hetrurians, Skirmiſh. Hetrurians retreat; 
a Retreat ſounded by the Romans, 


I. Cec. Lartius, enough: Herminius, tis enough: 
Retire, 


——— lad. ketd... 


and 


| Retire, my Friends, while yet ye may retire: 
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I'll Stand, and truſt me to the Tyber's Wave. | 
H. Cocles walks to and fro challenging the Enemy. 
f Exeunt Lartius and Herminius. 
Slaves of Hetruria, | loſt to Senſe of Freedom, 
Who wildly ſtrive but to encreaſe the Pow'r, 
That weighs your ſervile Spirits to the Earth, 
Know, that a Roman in whoſe glowing Breaſt 
Dwells all inſpiring Freedom, dares oppoſe, 
Dares, ſingly, thus oppoſe your num*rous Hoſt; 
Or challenge from your Troops the braveſt Chief. 
Why gaze ye thus, upon a ſingle Man? 
Advance and try the Prowets of my Arm. 
| They ruſh on, be bears againſt them retreating flowly. 
A Shout from the Romans; Hetrurians retreat. 
H. Coc. Tis done, the Work is done, and Rome 
| is ſafe, | 
Thou, Tyber, hear me from thy ouzy Bed : 
Propitious rear, propitious Nod thy Head : 
The deareſt, choiceſt Thing of Rome receive: 
Arms, Youth, and Vigour, and a Soldier fave. [ Exit. 


Enter Porſenna, Tarquin and Hetrurian Prieſt. 
Por. Hail Targuin, Brother Soy'reign, Lord of 


Rome : 

From this Hour Brother, King, I Hail Thee ſuch. 

Targ. 7. Away with titulary Compliments : 
I cannot brook them, diſappointed thus, 
Death! within View of bleſt Elyzian Groves: 
Then ſhall a ſurly Charon waft his Boat, 
And leave me wand'ring on the SHgian Shore. 

| Gods! 
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Catches alike at E oes, and deareſt Friends? 


20 Pokstnna's Iron; or, 
Gods! Theſe Hetrurians ! theſe the boaſted Pow'rs 


To ſettle Nations and diſpoſe of Crowns, 
Yer ſhrink and fail before a ſingle Arm ! 


O baffled Tarquin, momentary King: 


Paſt is the Morning-Dream of fancy'd Bliſs, 
Fled, loſt in the Hurry of the buſy Day. — 
Why led I not the Van, to break their Ranks, 
To ſtretch that Chieftain in the vulgar Duſt ! 
Por. Then hadſt thou known how vain to force 
a Pals, 
A narrow Paſs where Reſolution wields 
The Sword, and Courage lends unuſual Force. 
Targ.F. Warm in a Cauſe, ſo dear, ſo much my own 
A double Vigour wou'd have ſtrung my Nerves: 
And born me pouncing on the deſtin'd Prey, 


But wiſe Hetrurians, cold in Targuin's Cauſe, 


Prefer a Life of Safery to a Friend. 
Por, Friendſhip alone engag'd me in this War, 
Nor call my Soldiers for this low Rebuke. 
Prieſt. Porſenna, Youth and Rage will have their 
Vent. 
Targ. F. Where are the Daſtards? bring 'em 
forth to Racks, | 
Whips, Dungeons, Tortures for the Coward Slaves. 
Yes Porſenna, if as a King thou mean'ſt 
A Brother King, and Majeſty t'uphold, 
Launch thy Reſentment, on the Traitors? Heads. 
Ha! whither Frenzy ? art thou not my Friend, 
My trueſt only Friend ? — canſt thou forgive 
The Tranſports of a wild and youthful Fire, / 
That blazing thro? Obſtruction of Delay 


Prieſt. 


Pow'rs 
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Prieſt. Youth hath its fond Extreams, and thoſe 
The Riper muſt o'er-look z- for Years mature 
Are not from Foibles free; e en hoary Heads 
That boaſt Experience from the School of Life, 
Will ſometimes wink, and quit thꝰ appointed Path: 
Each Claſs, each various Stage of human Life 
Hath Errors, and, a mutual Pardon claims. 

Por. Thy eager Wiſhes, Targuin, know no Bounds: 
'Young Prince, I've vow'd it, nor will quit thy Cauſe. 
What cou'd our Forces more, we've won the Day, 
Have fix d our Standards in the Roman Lines, 
And penn'd them pining in their ſtraitned Walls. 
Next bold Attack we'll burſt o'er ev ry Mound, 
Sweep, and o'er-whelm them in a gen'ral Wreck. 
Targ. 7 Ot why not now? Porſenna, let me lead 
A choſen Band: Pll ſpring upon 'em now, 
Now, while cold Fear creeps thro? their chilling Veins, 
And heightens ev'ry Notion of the Foe. 
They'll dread the Thought, a Battle to renew, 
And yield an eaſy Conqueſt to my Arm. 
Por. Go, Targuin, and Succeſs attend thy March. 
Targ. J. Gods! I'm all Air: the Thought inſpires 
my Soul | 
With Gladneſs, Joy, and ſmiling happy Hope: 
The Torrent ruſhes to my Heart: Pomp, Pow'r, 
Glory in radiant Circles round me play. 
come, I come, bend, Romans, at my Sight, 
Bend, and prepare to meet my vengeful Sway. 
Pri:ft. Hold, Tarquin, Thou, Porſenna, be not 
raſh, TY | 


Our Troops by Marches, and by Battle's Toil 
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Half ſpent for Reſt, and ſoft Refreſhment wait : 


Our weaken'd Forces cannot ſafely ford 

The Tyber guarded by a num'rous Hoſt : 

Admit they do, they cannot, with that Shock, 
Th Attack requires, aſſail the ſtrengthned Walls 
With Reſolution man'd, the laſt Retreat, 

The laſt Azylum, where like Harts at Bay, 
They'll ſummons all their Courage to repel 


A fainting Troop, exhauſted with Fatigue. 


Targ. F. Short let it be, a ſpeedy ſhort Repaſt, 
T burn with Rage and Fire to give the Signal. 
Prieſt. My Royal Princes, let me further add, 
As by my Counſel, this ſo happy Plan 
Was firſt projected, and thus far ſucceeds, 
Tho? not a Soldier's, my Advice be heard. 
Por. Speak rev'rend Prieſt, thy Judgment has its 
Weight. 
Prieſt. Diviſion teigns already thro? their Troops: 
Lo that we owe the Conqueſt of this Day: 
L et the Contagion fpread : we've Friends at Rome 
Reſtleſs and active, who with ſpecious Shew 
Can wake to Flames in ev'ry meekeſt Breaft, 


Ihe meaneſt Ember of a jealous Fear. 


Let them employ their Genius to enflame 

The giddy Multitude, enlarge the Breach 

And win their Hearts to us, to Tarquin's Cauſe : 
Now, Fate declares the Laurel for our Brow, 
We'll let 'em breath, we'll ſeem in Conqueſt mild: 
Tarquin ſhall wiſh to heal the Raman Woes, 


Prelent the Olive to their bleeding Sons, 


And, with a gen ral Voice, aTume the Sway. 


Por. 


* 


f 
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Por. But there are Romans of that bold Reſolve, 
They'll ſcorn Propoſals and our Terms refuſe. 

. Prieft, And thus we gain the very Point propos d: 
Time muſt be allow'd to deliberate, V4 
That Interval well husband to our Uſe, 

To wean the firmeſt from their darling Brutus : 
Then boldly ruſh with vigorous Afﬀault, 
And*enter Rome already half our own. 
Targ. J. But where's Revenge? where worthy 
Puniſhment? 
I'd win the Cauſe by Force of glorious Arms, 
Wou'd burſt upon them, like a thundring Fove, 
And bid them trembling, own my awful Sway. 
Por. Targuin, thow rt young, thy youthful Fin ire 
is warm: 
Age thinks maturely, knows the ſureſt Means; 
To her we'll liſten, and her Voice obey. " 
Prief. Here ſafe encamp'd, well wad them one 
one, 
Till Romans, by a dear Experience caught, 
Shall own Hetrurian Policy the belt : 
One half corrupted, boldly Fight the Reſt. 
En. omnes. 
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„Grm. 
SCE N E 4 Portico in Rome. 
Enter Brutus, Lucretius, Herminius, Lartius 


Baurvus. 
5 H AT means their Pride? are Romans 
285 a; at that Ebb | 


To liſten to theſe Terms of ſlaviſh Peace? 
Weak-brain'd Ambition! with the ſlighteſt 
| Draught, | 
Succeſs can elevate thy frantick Thoughts 
To aim beyond thy Scope, to dare the Gods. — 
No, no: One Retreat never can abaſh 
The Vigour of undaunted Roman Souls. 
They've thrown but Oil upon this burning Pile, 
And we will gather Fervor from the Daſh 
Mean'd to extinguiſh us. 

Her. O my Brutus, 
How many ſtarted at thy Propoſal 
To ſign a Truce, to wiſh a farther Day, 
We droop'd to think thy honeſt Heart cou'd cool 
That Brutus wou'd be dubious which to chooſe 
The Chance of War, or baſely to ſubmit, 


Brut, 
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Brut. But now the Myſtery's unveild to Sight. 
Her. Right prudent in the Scheme; to chem we 
ſeem 
Their Terms to canvaſs, but ſhall found our 
Purge foul Contagion from the Roman Veins, 
And fix our Conſtitution on a Baſe 3 
Cemented firm with well united Hearts. 
Brut. The Foe has wak'd our 8 by theſe 
Wrongs, 
Not humbled Rome. The more they triumph now 
The more, O! Rome, thy Valour muſt exert, 
Her Ardor to avenge the Tyrant's Threats. 
The Laurel, Romans ever claim'd their own, 
They've ſton the Laurel from our Roman Brows, 


But we'll recal it with that manly Force, 


Shall make them tremble and avow the Theft. 
By the dear Blood, our brave Anceſtors ſhed, 
By their great Manes I conjure you, Romans, 


Forget not what you are, awake, renew 
' Your ancient Honour: Look upon the Foe 


Grac'd with their Trophies, with theirConqueſt fluſh'd, 
No more than Equal to the Roman Sword: 
We've taught them Prowefs : On! on to the Chace, 
"Tis now grown worthy of a Roman's Heat. 

Luc. Valerius has already ſome Succeſs, 
I read Attention in the Common's looks, 
As ev'ry Word deſcended to their Hearts: 
While in their various Colours Liberty, 
And Tyanny he paints with manly Strokes, 
The lively Portraits ſpeak th* Originals 
So true, fo juſt is drawn the happy Contraſt, 
Charm'd with the Pencil of his skilful Hand 

They 
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They dwell with Admiration on the Lines: 
They ſtart at the well-repreſented Hell 
Of Tyranny with Horror, and embrace, 
The ſmiling Image of Heavw'n-born Freedom. 
Brut. Go, thou Herminius, Lartius, attend Thou, 
Wait on the fair Hoſtages, ſee them ſafe. 


[ Exeunt Herminius and Lartius. 


1/ Sen. Brutus, thou Soul of Rome, we've caught 
* thy Fire, 
Each to his Charge depart with honeſt Zeal, 
Bid ev'ry Soul reſent the Roman Wrongs. 


[ Exeunt Senators, 


Brut. In this breathing time we will tune our 
Chords 
To ſuch Harmonious Muſick, that the Sounds, 
Join'd in one Conſort, ſweetly ſhall awake 
Each drowſy Spirit that o'er-loads the Heart, 
And chear us to maintain our u $ Cauſe. | 


Enter Mutius. 


Whence ? whither Mutius ? why that heavy Brow? 
It ſpeaks ſome Embryo- Sorrow at thy Heart. 

Mut. Pardon me, worthy Fathers, pardon Youth 
Subject to Foibles: Nor eſteem me leſs 
A. Soldier for a Weakneſs that o'er pow'rs 
My Senſes ſickning at a ſudden Shock, — 
Muſt my Clzlia go? has the fatal Voice 


Pronounc'd her Sentence? muſt ſhe be baniſh'd ? 


For what's an Hoſtage but a ſad Exile, 
Conſtrajn'd to mingle with Barbarian Hoſts ? 


Brut, 
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- Brut. How! Mutius, can a Roman once oppoſe 
What tends the Roman Honour to promote ? 
Mut. No; witneſs Gods, I wou'd be piece-mealtorn 
For the Love of Rome, ſmile in Agonies, | 


hou, Of ling'ring Death, while an endearing Hope 

| Of Roman Glory cheer'd my Joyful Mind 
tius. To bear the pointed Steel, or raging Flame: a 
ght But here ! -— oh! think, think what is tendereſt, | 


And know it preys upon my inward Soul 
Pining with that Thought, muſt my Celia go? ; 
Brut. Some few revolving Suns will bring her Home; 
Mean while dwell, dwell on the Scenes of future Fame, 
Nor let unmanly Love debaſe thy Thoughts. 
Mut. The Soul that is not ſenſible of Love, 
ls unfit for Society, nor has | 
One Faculty to taſte the Sweets thereof : 
Is there no tender Senſe within your Breaſt 
To move you to recal this paſt Decree ? 
Luc. Tis firm beyond our Power to revoke ; 
Clælia was too diſtinguiſh'd in her Sphere 
To paſs unnotic'd, when we choſe the Nobleſt 
To ſtand the Pledges of our Roman Word. 
Mut. Unhappy Greatneſs! thou'rt expos'd to III; 
The meaner Vulgar are exempted from; 
The Lovlieſt of the Shepherd's harmleſs Folds 
Is choſen a Victim for the angry Pow'rs. 
Brut, What Danger threatens, where the Royal 
Word 
The Sacred Royal Word, and Honour guards ? 
| Mut. Thou haſt awak'd a Thought within my 
| Breaſt 
That will not fleep till Cælia mall return.— 
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Shou'd Targuin, ſhou'd the lawleſs Tyrant! down 
Diſtracting Thought] but what may not his Pride 
Deviſe ? his curs'd his luſtful Appetites ! 
O! Fathers pity me. ; 

Brut. Yes, noble Youth, 


We pity Thee. 


Mut. Pity, away! I burn ? 
With bold Revenge! the Tyrant dare not, ſhou'd He! 
Not Guards on Guards wou'd from me ſhield his Life. 

Brut. Theſe Sallies tell us, in thy Youthful Soul 
Dwells ſomething, calls for Culture's niceſt Eye, 
And, Mutius, we will lead thee in the Path 
Of manly Virtues to adorn thy Mind, 


With Maxims worthy of a Roman Son. 


Mut. Brutus, my Soul pants after Virtue's Courſe, 


And Love on Honour founded cannot ſwerve 


From her Paths: Clælia's Virtues I admire, 
She gently mollifies my glowing Breaſt, 
And ſweetly forms it to receive the Stamp 
Of Glory; Glory Clzlia's darling Theme: 
Our Souls to bleſt Improvement doubly warm, 
When both the Dictates and Dictator charm. 

Brut. This way thy Clzlia is to paſs — here wait 
To take a parting Look, mean while we'll find 
The other Hoſtages, and there expect Thee. 

[ Exeunt Brutus and Lartius. 


Enter Clzlia not obſerving Mutius. 


Cle. Thou Guardian Genius of the Roman State, 
Thou haſt appointed Clælia to a Sphere 
Above the weak Ambition of my Sex; 
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Ld my Mind, and fortify my Breaſt | 
To act becoming of a worthy Race, 
Tho? void of manly Vigour, yet my Soul, 43G 
Be firm; Honour and Virtue be thy Guides, 
[ Obſerving Mutius.] Lo! Mutius in the dat of 
my Reſolves 58 
Comes to awake the Frailty of my Ser, 
And bid me wiſh we'd been in Cottage born 
To live in humble Peace, and mutual Love. 
[ Mutius comes up, they ftand looking at each da 
then after a Pauſe.] 

Mut. Clelia, my Life, my deares better Self, 
Let me dwell on Thee, thus enamour'd dwell, _ 
Drink in thy Image at my doating Eyes 
Till dazzled with the Ray they inward more, 
Nor Object elſe admire, till thou return. | 

Clæ. Repine not, Mutius, tis the Fates Decree 5 
We part to meet in more tranſportive Joy z - - © 
My Love wou'd ſeem unworthy Mutzus* Choice, 
Did Romans with a careleſs Eye o'er-look 
In a Cauſe of this Weight, thy C/zlia's Race: 
The precious Roman Blood, that feeds my Veins, 
Will dictate ſomething of a Roman Caſt 
To bid me ſoar above my weaker Sex, 

To bid me welcome to the Eyes of Rome. 
Mut, Thou more than Mortal, how * ig 
Speech, 
How poor of Words to paint my Extaſy 
In thus admiring, - thus beholding Thee! 
My Sight, my Hearing, ev'ry Senſe is Rapture: 
But when I think to loſe thee, O] Clzlia, 
My tortur'd Soul is Agony and Death. 
aſpire | E Clz, 
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28 PoR$sENNA's Invaſitn; or, 
Shou'd Targuin, ſhou'd the lawleſs Tyrant! down 
Diſtracting Thought! but what may not his Pride 
Deviſe ? his curs'd his luſtful Appetites | 
O!] Fathers pity me. 

Brut. Yes, noble Youth, 
We pity Thee. 

Mut. Pity, away! I burn / 
With bold Revenge! the Tyrant dare not, ſhou'd He! 
Not Guards on Guards wou'd from me ſhield his Life. 

Brut, Theſe Sallies tell us, in thy Youthful Soul 
Dwells ſomething, calls for Cultures niceſt Eye, 
And, Mutius, we will lead thee in the Path 
Of manly Virtues to adorn thy Mind, 


With Maxims worthy of a Roman Son. 


Mut. Brutus, my Soul pants after Virtue's Courſe, 


And Love on Honour founded cannot ſwerve 


From her Paths: Clzlia's Virtues I admire, 
She gently mollifies my glowing Breaſt, 
And ſweetly forms it to receive the Stamp 
Of Glory; Glory Clzlia's darling Theme: 
Our Souls to bleſt Improvement doubly warm, 
When both the Dictates and Dictator charm. 

Brut. This way thy Celia is to paſs — here wait 
To take a parting Look, mean while we'll find 
The other Hoſtages, and there expect Thee. 


[ Exeunt Brutus and Lartius, 


Enter Clælia not obſerving Mutius. 


Cle. Thou Guardian Genius of the Roman State, 
Thou haſt appointed Clælia to a Sphere 
Above the weak Ambition of my Sex 


Inſpire 
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IF my Mind, and fortify my Breaſt | 
To act becoming of a worthy Race 
Tho? void of manly Vigour, yet my Soul, 430 
Be firm; Honour and Virtue be thy Guides, 
[ Obſerving Mutius.] Lo! Mutius in the Bit o& 
my Reſolves 
Comes to awake the Frailty of my Ser, 
And bid me wiſh we'd been in Cottage born 
To live in humble Peace, and mutual Love. 
[ Mutius comes up, they ftand looking at each a 
then after a Pauſc.] 

Mut. Clelia, my Life, my deares better Self, 
Let me dwell on Thee, thus enamour'd dwell, _ 
Drink in thy Image at my doating Eyes, ebe 1 
Till dazzled with the Ray they inward more, 
Nor Object elſe admire, till thou return. gy 

Clæ. Repine not, Mutius, tis the Fates Decree 5 
We part to meet in more tranſportive Joy z - - - 
My Love wou'd ſeem unworthy Mutius* Choice, 
Did Romans with a careleſs Eye o'er-look 
In a Cauſe of this Weight, thy Clzlia's Race: 
The precious Roman Blood, that feeds my Veins, 
Will diate ſomething of a Roman Caſt 
To bid me ſoar above my weaker Sex, 

To bid me welcome to the Eyes of Rome. 
Mut, Thou more than Mortal, how * ig 
Speech, 
How poor of Words to paint my Ertaſy 
In thus admiring, - thus beholding Thee! 
My Sight, my Hearing, ev'ry Senſe is Rapture: 
But when I think to loſe thee, O] Clelia, 
My tortur'd Soul is Agony and Death. 
. E Clz. 
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J PORSENNA'S Iroafion ; or, 


Cle. Believe me, Mutins, I can read thy Pain, 
Thy tender Pain by that within my Breaſt ; 
For I muſt own ( nor need I bluſh) my Want 
Of Fortitude in this too trying Hour, 
When Clzlia bids adieu to all that's Dear, 
To be conſtrain'd to Preſence of a Foe, 
Perhaps to his Addrefles lend an Ear. — 
Go from me, Mutius, it but doubles Grief 
To ſee thy heaving Sorrows j Join with mine. 
Mut. How great a Miſer is the Soul in Love, 
That cannot part the Jewel it adores 
Without the Dread of ſeeing it no more. 


- Urge me not from thee, what's an Hour in Love? 


I cou'd, in parting, waſte the lengrhen'd Day, 
And think the Minutes crouded on too faſt, 
There's ſomething in't ſo moving, yet ſo ſoft, 
$0 tender, even Thought is at a Stand. 

Cle. No baniſh'd Exile from his native Shore - 
Can part, while Tempeſts force him from the Coaſt, 
With deeper Senſe, than I from Rome and Thee: 

A thouſand thouſand Sorrows croud for Vent, 
But melt and iſſue out in Tears and Sighs. 


Enter Horatius Cocles. 
H. Coc. Break off this Dalliance : Time admits it 


not 
By this, Herminius muft have reach'd the Banks 
Of Tyber : He and Lartius both attend 


To lead you ſafely to Porſenna's Camp, 


The reſt are met: Shou'd Celia be the laſt ? 
Mut. 


ove ? 


ts it 


Rom A Preſerved. 
Mut. In the dear parting Scene I was ſo loſt, 
T had forgot we were to part at all. 
I'll to the River, thence purſue thy Steps 
With ſtraining Eyes, till thou art loſt to Sight. 
Cle. I ſhould be too obdurate for my Sex 
Did I, without a Word from Mutius part, 
But now reminded by Horatius Call 
I come, lead on. — Away vain Sighs and Tears ; 
I'm on the Cauſe of Rome, I will behave 
Worthy the Cauſe, worthy my Roman Birth.  _ 
[ Exeunt Mutius and Clælia. 


4 Manet Horatius Cocles. 


H. Coc. J hate Inaction, and the Task of Speech 
My Caſt it ſuits not; I'm for Scenes of Warz 


31 


Battles, Excurſions, Hurry, loud Alarms 


They fire and bear me to the Sphere of Man. 


Enter Brutus; 


Brut. Ho! Cocles, 
H. Coc. Who calls? my Worthy. Brutus? 

I ſought Thee; I've been toiling with the Herd. 
Brut. Thy Care, thy Diligence I queſtion not. 
H. Coc. Few were my Words, and few I cou'd 

command | 

I'm born a Soldier, . bred to fight not talk: 

I boaſted Roman Proweſs by my own 

And ſet the Foe in deſpicable Light, 

Who were not able with a ruſhing Force 


To foil, to overturn a fingle Arm: 


E 2 This 


32 Ponxs ZN Ns Invghon; or, 


This moy'd with ſome, and made them long for 
Action. 
I found a Mutiacer, his Words at Will, 


Playing the Vulgar Minds with painted Hopes, 


Of ſoft Alluremenes, Luxury and Eaſe 


To make them prick their Ears and frisk about, 


And threaten Ruin to the Roman State. 
I mingled in the Croud to ſtand the Teſt, 
But ſoon exhauſted of my Stock of Words, 
I found he foil'd me at the Weapon Speech : 
Fir'd at the treacherous deceitful Tongue 
My honeſt Fauchion clove the Traitor dawn, 
And boldly ſtruck his Oppoſition dumb. 
Brut. Twas bravely done, worthy Horatius Arm, 
| H. Cac. He was but a blown Bladder ſwell'd vith 
Wind 


Of Promiſes, Hetrurian Promiſes, - 


That bandy'd to and fro, from Hand to Hand, 
And play'd awhile among the laughing Croud 

In merry Guiſe, till ſuppled by a Stroke 

It burſt, it fell, and ſtraightway ſhrank to nothing; 
I bid them view their Leader at my Feet, 

I bid them follow me, pierce yonder Cloud 

Like ſoarjog Eagles, and enjoy the Day. 


Enter Marius. 


Brat. 1 muſt attend and ſecond thy Efforts : 
Come, Mutius, and raiſe thy chearleſs Head, Clælia 
Will ſoon return, the Roman Ardor glows, 

To break this ſleepy Truce, and wake to Arms. 


Mut. 


ing þ 


2 


Of low Terreſtrial Beings, and enjoy 


Ro m E Preſerved, 

Mu. My better Genius Pli-thy Voice obey. 
Inſpire and make me worthy of the Fair : 
While Celia's I. purſue, and Brutus Path 

In * Both, I claim the Laurel Wreath. 


[ Exeunt, 


22 


8CE N E changes to Porſenna's Camp. 


Clælia fitting in ber Tent ; _ Enter Tarquin af 
the Door. 


Targ. J. Ive trac'd the flying Roe, her covert 
fix d; 


What a Form! Heav'ns | twou· d tempt the very 
Gods 


To quit ZXcherial Seats, to ka the Frame 


* 


That Treaſure but an Hour, a rapt'rous Hour. — 
Now muſt I bend the Knee, and ſoothing try 
To win her Heart, to feed her female Pride 
With fondling Tales of Love, of fancy'd Charms: 
But ſhou'd her Honour, rather ſhou'd her Pride 
Deny my Suit, 1'll ſtraight aſſume my State, 
Command with Princely Tone, where firſt I ſu'd. 
[ Clzlia ſurpriſed.) What bold Intruder breaks upon 
my Peace: 
Ha! Targuin ? O guard me, ye virtuous Pow'rs! 
Targ. J. Start not, my Cletia : what alarms the 
Fair ? 
Im not a Raviſher with brutal Force, 
| Come 
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Eer deign'd a gen'rons Wound to Targuin's Heart; 


r 


34 Porstnna's Nvgſon; or, 


Come to prey on thy Beauties: tender Love 
J offer, ſuch as thou, without a Bluſh, 
Such as the cooleſt, chaſteſt Nymph may hear; 
Pity I crave, join Pity to thy Pow'r, 
And PIl adore Thee, as my better Heav'n. 
Cle. My Country's Foe, preſume to offer Love! 


J hate thee, Tarquin, and deteſt thy Suit. 
Targ. J. Art thou not Woman deny not thy 
Sex, 
Pity's the Province of thy tender Sex: 
The Gods ne' er gave thee this Omnipotence, 
To wound without a healing Balm to cure. 
Clz. Talk not of Love; the God affrighted ſtarts 
At thy Vows, and denies his golden Shafts 


Void of the Grace to move a Virgin-Mind 
To tender Wiſhes of a mutual Love. 
7. as J. By Heav'n] my Celia wrongs me: do 
but try, 1 
1 dn find the firmeſt, trueſt, warmeſt Paſſion, 
That ever caus d a Virgin Cheek to glow. | 
- Cle. Away, falſe Tempter, all thy Vows are vain. 
Tarꝗ. F. Woe to thy Pride! * to 47 
Will, 
Force ſhall obtain, what Kindneſs cannot win: 


Know, I'm thy Lord, to humble Suit unus'd; 


I boil, I can no longer be reſtrain'd. 
Yes, I'll compel Thee, to enjoy the Wiſh 
For. which. thy Heart beats, tho* thy Pride conceal't: 
I hate Thee, as thou'rt Roman ; thy Beauty 
Shall light me in the Path to dear Revenge. 
( . „ | | ld! 


vain. 
my 


al't: 


PI 


Roms Preſerved. = 


Pll crop this Flow'r, the faireſt they can boaſt, 

And thus begin to triumph over Rome. 
Cle. Hold, Targuin, let not Paſſion over-rule 

Thy Reaſon : I'm thy Hoſtage, that's a Tye, 


Sacred to Men, to Gods ; an Hoſtage claims * 


Protection from thy Arm, not Injury: 

The Pow'rs of Heav'a awake, and will avenge 

An Inſult, to the Faith of Men and Gods. 
Targ. F. I'll make this Pleaſure ſure, then let the 

Gods | 

Diſpoſe of Targuin as their Wrath — 

Thou Roman Fair! Pl! plunder all thy Sweets, 7 

Then let the angry Pow'rs in Thunder tell! 

Th' affrighted World, young Targuin acts his Joys. 

[ Snatches ber in bis Arms. 

Cle. O] Juno] Veſta! Chaſte Diana Help! 


Enter Porſenna. 


Por. Turn : Speak who art? What means te 
Outrage here ? 
What thou, young Prince? I bluſh to ſee "I thus? 
Is this an Object? this an Hour for Force? 
An Hoſtage! and in Time of mutual Peace! 
[ Clzlia breaks away, and Exit. 
It gives an Inſult to my Royal Word: 
This Pledge, without Infringement on their Part, 
Is ſacred to my Honour, as my Life. 

Targ. J. Is ſhe not Roman? | do hate the Race. — 
Gods! thou haſt pluckt me from the Height of Joys, 
I thought I had been King, and might command: 
But thou, Porſenna, with a ſchooling Eye 

Controub'ſt 
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365 Pots$SEeNnNaA's Inveſt; or, 

Controul'ſt my Pleaſure, chid'ſt me to thy Will; 

What's th* Hope of Empire, if my Will's controul'd ? 
Por. My Brother, Thou'rt but young in m—_ 

Men: 

Palliate thy Errors, ſuit 'em to the Times, 

And they may paſs for Flights of airy Youth : 

Paſs a few Days, and ev'ry Action then 

Shall have a Sanction of a Conqu”ror's Right. 


By my frequent Intelligence from Rome 


I find them not inclin'd to any Terms, , 
But firm reſoly'd to try the Chance of War. ; 
We muſt ſtorm, Fire and Sword ſhall ope* the Way: 
Then, when the Clouds of curling Smoke ariſe, 


When Rage and Fury ſtring the Soldier's Arm, 


Rapes, Slaughter, Plunder, wildeſt Ruin ſpread 

And Ravage ruſhes with a looſen'd Rein, - 

Then mayſt thou ſate thy Vengeance warmeſt Thirſt, 
Cull forth the Flow'rs, the ſweeteſt, they can boaſt, 


And raviſh all the Graces they afford. 


Targ. F. By Heav'n! *Tis greatly Thought and 
ſuits my Wrath, | 
Il ſnatch the Virgin from her Parent's Arms, 
Pl! triumph o'er her tender flowing Tears, 
Firſt ſate my Appetite, then caſt away 
The ſully'd Veſſel to my Soldjer's _ ? 
Pll - 


Enter an Officer. 


Por. Why this Intruſion ? ſpeak thy Errand. 


Offi. Tis of Importance, elſe I know my Duty, 
The Roman Hoſtages are fled to Rome, 


Por. 


+. St rt. i. hes a th + 


R 6 M = Preſtr be. 35 
Por. When? who faw em? What Traitor let 
_ - chempabt.- 
Offi. I faw young Celiz, Lightning in her Eyes, 
Dart thro? the Camp: I cloſe purſu d her Steps 
Nigh her a mettled Courſer paw'd the Ground, 
She ſeiz d his Mane, and vaulted in the Scat 
With eaſy Skill ſurpaſſing that of Woman ; 
I thought a Bathing was the ſole Deſign, 
As was their Cuſtom, in the Ev'ning Cool, 
But ſoon ſhe met her Siſter- Hoſtages, | 
She wav'd her Hand; and bade them follow Her: 
They did, and head- long rath'd into the Plain: 
Alarm'd I ſought, and mounted ſttaight iy Steed 
Purſu'd, but all in Vain; tod ſoon they reach d 
The Bber's Bank: Some of em ſeemid to pauſe; 
And winded round, as willing to return, pak 
Again ſhe way'd, cry'd Nome! and Liberty! 
Then ſhot into the Wave, and made her Way; 
They follow'd,; whilſt a Tremor ſhook their Limbs$ 
Proudly her Courſer cut the yielding Foam, 
Por. Already is the Tale at Rome, 
And Nations ſhall upbraid our Want of Faith. 
Targ.F. Gods! am I taunted by a Traitor's Means! 
He was Accomplice in the Fact, his Words, 
His very Words bewray him; while he paints 
Her Graces in the Flight of wanton Love. 
Off. Young Prince, you wrong me. 
Targq. J. Peace; thou Villain, down 
To Tartarus ; howl forth thy doleful Tale 
To gloomy Shades: ſay, Tarquin ſent thee thete; 
[ Stabs him and Exit; 
"Off 
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38 PORSENNA's Inuaſion; or, 

Offi. O! Porſenna, thou haſt loſt a faithful Slave. 
| 1 Dies. 

Por. Had thy Sword dar'd it, that Wound had 


been mine: | 


Ha! ſoars thy Wrath to this Pitch of Arrogance? 


I ſhall unplume thy Wings, and low'r thy Flight: 
Have I born thee thus high to o'er-look me, 

To draw the Eyes of Men on thee alone? 

But War returns, the Gates of Peace are ſhut : 
Theſe Hoſtages departed, we can Hope 

No longer from the Romans any Terms; 

Yet I'll avenge me on their lofty Heads, 

Ravage and Spoil ſhall bend them to my Pow'r : 
Then, when the ſeeming Conq'ror climbs the Throne, 
I'll hurl him uo the Earth and tell the World, 


Porſenna fights not Tarquin's, but Hetruria's Cauſe x 


Tarquin a Shade, when I my Light withdraw. 


So Men, in Ignorance, ador'd the Moon, 

And idly thought her Luſtre all her own, 

"Till Sol, enrag'd, with-drew his radiant Blaze, 
And left the Wand'rer deſtitute of Rays : 
Convinc'd they ſoon reject the Queen of Night, 
And own the Sun, the only Source of Light. 


ACT 


Ro M EE Preſerved. | 39 
l 8 SETE WI "7 


AG: T2: 
SCEN E the Forum at Rome, 


Enter Brutus, and Horatius Cocles. 


BruTUS. 


Fad ES; let the Roman Name untainted live, 

The ſmalleſt Blemiſh in that lofty State, 

Wou'd ſhew conſpicuous from her candid 
| Robe: 


| Did v we * til the Hoſtages, *twoy'd ſeem 


As tho? we meant ſiniſter Purpoſes 
To bind their Hands, our own at Liberty 
To act unworthy of a gen'rous Foe. 

H. Coc. Is Stratagem to Stratagem unjuſt ? 
They came like Thunder veibd within a Cloud, 
To burſt upon our Heads a ſudden Clap : 

When Clzlia, by a bold Heroick Flight, 
Taught us to pay them in their wily Turns, 
It griev'd me, as a Soldier, to omit 

By thus reſtoring Her, the Room for Action. 

Brut. *Tis not to raſhly run upon a Foe, 
Trampling the Laws of Honour under Foot, 
That conſtitutes a Soldier's Character; 

He muſt have Policy, but mix'd with Fruth, 
And bravely open, dare approaching Death: 
F 2 
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40 Porsznvwa's Inugfom; o 
Courage and Honour guide his ev'ry * 


And bear him far above the little Means 
Of Treach'ry, baſely to diſtreſs a Foe, 


Which may give Conqueſt, but ſo low, ſo ſull yd, 


The Brave reject it, as no Gift of Heav'n. 
Treaties infring'd make us the meaneſt Scoff, 
'The Scorn of Nations, and out-caſt of Gods. 
H. Coc. IJ hate Hetruria, and Hetrurian Views 
Supported by Corruption, built on Fraud : 
During this Truce have they not prob'd the Souls 
Of ev'ry Roman, ſearching privily 
Some tainted Corner to diſpoſe their Poiſon, 
And ſpread Contagion thro? the ſounder Maſs, 
Like Summer Inſects buzzing harmleſs Notes, 
While all within, is loathſom Infection? 


Brut. The Roman Valour has a brighter Aim, 


Our Fame ſhall ever ſhine in Contraſt fair, 
Set by leſs lively Colours of the Foe. 
Conſcious of little Worth they ſhun the Light, 
Till Pow'r ill-gotten, their mean Actions ſcreen 
From Cenſure of the Juſt, the piercing Eye: 
While we confide in Virtue and the Cauſe 
Of Juſtice, ſeek no little Subterfuge, 
But open dare the Day, and truſt the Gods, 
H. Coc. Wou'd the Truce had an End, 
Brut. This Hour we wait 
Our Deputies return : On their Report 
Pepends the Conſequence of War and Peace, 


Enter Mutius. 


Mut. Now Bleſſings on the Pow'rs that ſmile on 


Kome, 


The 


+» 8008058 


th AM 


Roms Preſerved, At 
The Morning Gloom is paſt, the veiling Miſts 
Of Cavils, Broils, Diſſentions fleet away, 
Chac'd by the warmer Sun of Harmony. 
O! Brutus, O! Horatius, all is Joy, 


One chearful Voice tunes ev'ry Roman Tongue 


To bear againſt Por/enna's foreign Pow'r, 

And his Dupe Targuin's arbitrary Sway. 
H. Coc. Are the Deputies, hear you, yet arriv'd ? 
Mut. Ere this they've croſs'd the Tyber, and with 

them, 

Clelia : But I defer'd the Compliment 

Of meeting her, leſt over-bearing Joy 

Shou'd unman me in Preſence of the Foe. 
Brut, Clelia return'd, and Deputies from them ? 


The Conſequence is Peace, or ſudden War. 


H. Coc. Forbid it, Mars, that Peace ſhou'd yet be 
fix'd, 
"Till Proud Porſenna feel the Roman Arms, 
How bold, how firm Injuries to repel, ¶ Houriſb. 
This ſpeaks them here, 


Enter the Coſſ. Liftors preceding the Coll. take their 


Place. Brutus, and other Senators on either Side, 


Luc. See the Deputies in. 
[ Exeunt Lictors, and re-enter with Roman Deputies 
and Clælia; after them Porſenna's Deputies. 
Val. We'd know the Purport of your Commiſſion, 
Why Clzlia and our Hoſtages return. 
1/: Rom. Dep. When at the King's Pavilion we 
arriv'd, 
We found Porſenna in his Royal State, 
He held us with high Words of Majeſty, 
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PoRSENNA's-Invaſion; or, 
And proud Invectives on the Roman Faith, 
Till noble Calia in our Charge appear'd; 


Then Admiration drew his Eyes, his Tongue 
Was wanton in her Praiſe, her Virtue's Charms: 


She wip'd Aſperſion from the Roman Name 
By her Return: he ſoften'd, ſeem'd inclin'd 


To Overtures of Peace reſtoring her, 


And with her richeſt Preſents; but a Prieſt 


Fam'd for his Policy at Clufium*s Court 
Urg'd warm againſt the King: We were diſmiſs'd 


And ſtraight a private Conference was held; 


But what the Conſequence, from them be learn'd. 
Val. Porſenna has demean'd him as a King: 
Come forth, Hetrurian Deputies, we'd learn 


The Meſſage from your Maſter to our State. 
1ſt Helru. Dep. Moſt worthy Conſuls, worthy 


Senators, 


All hail to you our Royal Maſter ſends, 


And thus inſtructs us to relate our Charge. 


The Roman Proweſs, and this Point of Faith 
By them fo well obſerv'd he liketh well; 


Such Sentiments of Honour in their Breaſts 


Such innate Conſtancy he hourly meets, 
He courts their Friendſhip, their Alliance courts : 


Once 


Admit Young Tarquin to the Regal Pow'r, 

An taſte the bleſſings of Porſenna's Friendſhip ; 

| NS _ his numerous Pow'r, his Mind intent 
ing ſtubborn Pride. Think, ere too late, 


Think 


In qus! 


Let War no longer rage, deſtructive War, 
That hides the Principles of Man from Man 
And bars the mutual Sweets of ſocial Ties: 
nore he tenders Offers of a Peace. 


— ß , T7 by” 


En Wh. So 


„„ 


IS? 


a 
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Think, ere wild Deſolation ſpreads it's Rage, 


And ſweeps an Inundation's foaming Tide 

Oe'r lofty Tow'rs, to level them wich Earth: 
»Twill then be late, when lifeleſs lie your Youth, 
And th' Old unguarded have but wither'd Arms 
To raiſe up ſuppliant wooing Mercy's Eye: 
Think how our Battle ſtands on yonder Hill 

In proud Array, yet wiſh to ſheath their Swords 
On your Compliance to our Sovereign's Will, 
Or burſt an angry Peal, ſhall ſhake your Walls, 


= And melt the molt obdurate into Tears. 


Val. No more: Receive your Hoſtages; departs 
Tarquin ſhal not aſcend the Roman Throne, | 
Tell Porſenna, the Roman Virtue ſleeps not, 

Tell Porſenna, his Terms affront our Ears, 
And wake the dormant Swords from thouſand Sheathg 


To dare his proud Array: We pant for Action. 


We thank him for his gen'rous Deportment 
To our Hoſtage, and in return will take 

No Advantage; but hid him ſtraight prepare, 
Leſt Romans be too ſudden for his Battle: 
Depatt, we wou'd be private: Thou, Ceocles, 
Eſcort them fafe, and all their Hoſtages. 

It Dep. With heavy Heart I bear theſe Tydings; 
F or Slaughter and fell Ruin muſt enſue. 

[ Exeunt Cocles and Deputy. 

Luc. I like this boaſting of a vaunting Foe, 

It preſages a future failing Heart. 

Val. Brother Romans, I need no farther urge 
The Cauſe, the Cauſe of Freedom dear to all: 
Brutus already, with ſufficient Care 
Haſt thou harangu'd the People into Love 


of 


iz PoR$sEtNNaA's Invaſion; or, 
Of Freedom, and the Liberty of Rome. 
Be next our Care the Battle to diſpoſe : 
Thou, Brutus, to the Right, Lucretius, lead the Left, 
I the main Battle : With a choſen Band 
Herminius waits upon the Gabine Way, 
Spurius Lartius muſt guard the Colline Gate, 
Thence boldly ruſh, and intercept the Foe 
From repaſling the Tyber : now, Divine 
Minerva, ſpread thy Ægis, ſtring our Nerves, 
And bid us Olive *midſt our Laurels bloom. 
[ Shouts within. 

Brut. Heratins Cocles has inſpir'd the Croud : 
J hear a chearful Ardor tune their Voice, 
The Thought of Battle gives unuſual Joy : 
Around my Heart Raptures tranſportive play 
Diffuſing Spirits to each outward Part. 
The Trumpet's Clangor at Olymptick Chace 
Awakes the mettled Courſer to the Race: 
He ſnorts, he paws the Ground, where long confin'd 
Inactive Leiſure prey'd upon his Mind, 
Conſcious of future Strife his Boſom glows, 
While the full Noſtril ſwells, and Lightning flows: 
Enliven'd he beholds the Deſtin'd Plain, 
Champs on the Bit, and frets at curbing Rein, 
Till fir'd with Glory he diſdains Controul 
Sweeps o'er the Courſe, and ſtretches to the Goal. 
[ Exeunt, 


Manent Mutius and Clzlia, 


Mut. Thou Heav'n-born Maid, how ſweetly haſt 
thou ſooth*d 
The pain of Abſence by thy great Return 


Tuning 


ithin. 


nfn'd 


Ows 1. 


ning 


| » Rome: Projtrued:: | 

Tuning the gen'ral Voice to ling thy Praiſe, 

And pouring in my Soul a. flood Joy, * 

While I partake the Glory thou receiv'ſt. 

Again, Thanks to the Pow'rs; again tis — 

To bend before my Gilia's awful Surine, 

And offer up my tender youthful Vows; 

The pureſt, ſofteſt Swain has offer d yet. | 
Cle. Alas] my Mutivs, we but meet copay —— 

In a ſhort Moment part; the Trumpet calls, 

And thou art gone, perhaps, for ever gone: 

How bitter is the draught of human Life; 

The ſweeteſt Potion has a Daſh of Gall? 
Mut. Clelia, my Country and my Honour call 

To form me Man, and make me worthy. thee. 
Ce. Think not my Fetnale ſoſtneſs bids thee ſtay 4 


| No: Mautits, go where Honvur calls thee; go, 
I wou'd not, for tie Throbbings of my Breaſt: | 


Rob thee of tht: Honour of thy manly Sphere; 
But O! Guard thy Life, think, in Scenes of Fight, 


Think of thy Calia, how her wav ring Thoughts 


Are torn with anxious Fears, and doubtful Hopes: 
T he Sword, that pierces thee, will wound my Heart. 

Mut. The Love of Glory ſhall-not urge me rtiorg 
To ſeek the Lanes of Danger, dating Death, 


Than my Love for thee; that endearing Hope 


Of ſeeing thee again ſhall arm my Breaſt N 
With Cobduck, Prudence, and a Soldier's skill. 

Cle. Thou gentle Wooer of a Virgin Heart, 
Thy Words embalm the Wound ag Abſence gives { 
Go reap the Laurel to thy Merit due, 
FN to the Temple, weary all the Gods 
With Pray'rs inceffant for thy ſafe Return y 

G Yeh 


| 26 | PoRSENNA's Invaſict; or, 


P Yes, I will fortify my tender Breaſtt 

With this one glorious Hope; if Mutins fall., 
He muſt fall nobly, nobly ſeek his fall. 

4 And my bold Soul ſhall from her Priſon burſt 

1 To find, and bleſs thee in Ehyſan Bow'rs. 


Mut. How can my Clælia urge the Fear of Death, 
Who dar'd ſo brave amidſt the Surges plunge, 
And ſcorn her gaping from the yawning, Wave? 
Cle. Mutins, tho know'lt : thy Soul can dictate 
to thee 
How far exceeds ha Dread for thoſe we Love 
The Anguiſh for eur lefs regarded ſelves. 
Mut. Thou Miracle of Goodneſs, dear to Heav'n, 
This bleſt Aſſurance of thy kind Regard 
Confirms my Reſolution, wakes my Hope, 
And gives a double Warmth: to feek the Foe, 
Their Numbers leſſen in my darimg Eye. 
And Phantom Danger vaniſhes from Thought ſic 
For what are Perils to a Soul inſpir' dd. 
A Soul like mine _ 2 and Glory fi- d. 
ann 
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Alarms : Excurſions, then Enter Btutus leading a 
Party. 


Brut. Follow on, follow on, the Foe gives Way: 
Another firm Attack will break their Ranks: 
57 Down 


tate 


'n, 


wil 


ROM Preſerved. © 47 


Down with Hetruria, down with Tyrant Pride. 
Revenge inſpire your Courage, Sons of Rome, 


Strike home, ſtrike home and _ you. Sons of 


Rome. — cum 144% 


| Enter Lartius and Tarquin meeting. 
Farg. 7. Say, Roman, who art, that thus brav 


a Prince, 
Who boaſts the Blood of Targuin in his Veins 2 
Speak : Art thou noble, worth a Prince's Sword ? 
Lar. Pm born a Roman, from that fingle 
Name 


I claim more Honour than all 7. pairs Race, 


Yet vaunt I may: *Tis Lartius dares thee thus, 
Lartius enrich'd by glorious Anceſtors, 
Who dictate to my Soul, be brave nor fhrink 
At Danger in the Cauſe of Liber | | 
Ti arg. 1 ot ſpeakeſt well and reſt tr to my 
Come, with a Royal Weapon thy Fall. 
Pp. They Fight, Lartivs is over power d. 


r 


Enter Horatius Cocles. 


H. Cac. Hold, Larths, that's a Quarry for my 
> 
Targ. J. My Blood's too precious for the Sword 
of Slaves. [ Exit Tarquin, Junior. 
Tar. Thou cam'ſt to ſnatch me from impending 
Death, 
G He 
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Has he piercd ſpreading wild Confuſion round: 


8 Poksz NN Invaſion; or, 
He laid him manful on my ſounding Shield, 


And, I muſt own my Spirits gan to fail. a 
H. Coc, He bears him gallant, makes the Conqueſt 
' dubious, 


And turns the wav'ring Day, whereter he fights; 
Twice he oblig d Lucretius to give Way, 
Eben the main Battle, Center of our Corps 


But there Valerius Conduct is unmov'd: 
No ſingle Arm has yet oppos'd his Sword, 
But ſinks beneath the bold, the raging Force. 
| Jar. What Chance led Coetes to my Reſcue, 
fay ? 


H. Coc. Hans with whom I'm ſtation'd, who 
alone 


Can with him cope, and tells with Targuin Deaths 


For Neaths, mowing Hetrurians like the Graſs, - 


| Obſerv'd this Comet blazing thro? the Field, 


And pants, and glows to ruſh upon his Pride: 


But when he ſaw him this Way bend his Courſe 


To cut thee. off, who barreſt their Retreat, 
I was detach'd with Succours to thy Aid.— 


Let's to the Charge, and chear our Soldiers on. 


[ E xeunt, 
Enter a Party of Hetrurians. 
1/ Hetru. He comes, I know him by his portly 
On him Bi the Prince will high reward 
Who damps his baneful Pow'r, his leading Arm. 


Enter 


* 
E Pp: 
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Enter Brutus meeting them. 


Brut. What, what are Numbers i in the Cauſe of 

| Rome? | 
Meet me, I'm equal tg your num'rous Swords, 
[ Fight. 


5 


Enter Mutius. 


Mut. Brutus in Danger ? Youth and Vigour ſtring 
my Arm. | Engages, they beat tbem off. 
Brut. Thanks to thy Courage, thou haſt lengthen'd 
Life, 
And added Hours, that muſt be nobly ſpent 
In farther bearing up the glorious Cauſe. 
Mut. My Brutus, thou bleedeſt, Brutus, retire 


Nor let the Hopes of Rome periſh in thy Fall. 


Brut. The Wound is trivial, Brutus can't are 
With Safety to his Honour, nor can rob 
His Country of an Arm, that can ſave her, 
No: While Life flows, the very lateſt Drop 
Is hers, for her the lateſt Drop muſt flow: 
They're advancing: I ſee young Targuin's Plume 
Sweep this Way o' er the Battles raging Tide, 
His Arms reſerv'd for me: Thou that way lead, 
Maintain the Poſt, where late Horatius ſtood. | 

[ Exit Mutius, 


Enter Tarquin, Junior. 


Targ. J. The Rage of War collected to a Point, 
But now begins in this important Hour, e 
When 
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1 ſought thee, . Brutus, thro' the Lanes of Death. 


| 2 * the Earth, and heal our wounded Rome. 


ito PoksENNA's Inva/ion; or, 
When Thou, and I meet, meeting to decide 
The Fate of 'Targquin, or of ſtubborn Rome. 


Poo.) 


Brut. 1 mark'd thy Motion, Targquin, and rejoice 
Thou thus art found right welcome to my Sword, 
Now ſummon all the Courage of thy Soul, 
Lucretia's Wrongs, my Country's heavy Ills 
Cloth my Arm with that Thunder's Peal, ſhall 

ſtrike 


4. J. My Scepter robb'd, my Diadem 
deſpoibd 
Awake thoſe Furies in my wrathful Breaſt, 
Shall laſh thee howling from the Stage of Life, 
And make me way to tread on Roman Necks. 
N 7 Bey Fight, Tarquin falls, Brutus ig wounded, 5 
Targ. J. Thou darliag Hope of wanton Sway, 
thou*rt Fled, 
Then Gods! I deſpiſe your Pow'r, welcome, Hell: 
You've ſnatca'd the promis'd , Honours from my 


Bloom, 

And all your boaſted Bliſs can ne'er repay it. 0 
Ye Fates, I'll not forgive you, no: Tho? Heav'n 1 
Shou'd ope* to court my Soul. 23 Curſe—1 die. , 

Dies. 

Brut. Vain Youth, there periſh Thought, and all 
thy Hopes : 
Ambition was their Food, and that is fled, 4 
And Brutus follows Thee, [ Sinks bearing on hisShield.] 


ye Pow?rs, your Will 
Be done! but O! Reſtrain this ebbing Life, 
"Till 


th. 


-eJoicg 


die. 
Dies. 
d all 


eld. 


Till 


Ro NE Preſerved, .. 5 
Till Brutus know your farther great a 
Oa this important Criſis of the Fate 
Of Rome, and Ee 71 [Within Vier Hot 
a {% p 1 2 { | 


Enter Valerius * Lueretius 


Luc. ¶ Seeing Tarqui. IM Valerius behold = 
This Fall compleats the Triumph of our Rome, 
This muſt be Brutus* Arm, for his alone 
Cou'd quell the Fury of that ſavage Breaſt. 

Val. [L Diſcovering Brutus. ] But ſce, to dam our 

ſudden riſing Joy, 
See, where our Brutus leans, and waits 5 Death. 

Brut. Chiefs of the Roman Cauſe, Pve liv'd 

enough 
To find you fate, to bear my Country's free. 
[Pubin, VO! Vittory!} 


1 
4 


Enter Mutius: 


Mut. Where's our Brutus? 
O! Gods, Gods! what is Conquelt at this Sight? 
Heav*n, reſtore the Morn, and to Brutus Lite, 
And we will freely ſtand the dubious Day. 
Brut. Lament me not, my Countrymen, and 
Friends, 
I wou'd not, ſhou'd the Fates attend my Choice, 
Wiſh for a Death mare glorious than: this Hour 
With Conqueſt crown'd, midſt Rong! $ 1 
Shouts, 
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52 PoRSENNA's Invaſion; or, 


While the kind Sighs of Friends fincere, and brave | 
Partners in Glory wait my lateſt Breath. 6 

I've liv d to ſee joint Harmony accord 

Your ſtrengthen'd Arms to repel Tyranny : 


Enough. — Purſue the e Path, you! ve 
enter'd, 


Nor ceaſe *till proud e ag low'r his Creſt, 
Remain combin'd, let no Feuds divide you: 

Rome, undivided Rome ſhall ſcorn the World. 

[ To Mutius.] Thou glorious Youth, hang not "ny 

| drooping Head, 

Awake to future Glory, from thy Arm 

Rome waits the Stroke to bid her Evils Ceaſe, — 
Farewel — I feel the ſhiv'ring Hand of Death 
Seize on my Limbs, and Brutus is no more. [ Dies, 

Val. The Meſſenger of Gods conduct thee hence, 
And waft thee onward to thy native Heav'n. 
Mut. What dead! quite dead! Ah! Brutus, art 
thou falPa! 

Thou Soul of Action, and thou Prop of Rome? 
Good Gods! methinks all Nature now ſhou'd huſh, 
And the Primæval dull Inaction reign : 

For where is now the Voice, now thou'rt gone, 
Can wake the Springs of Motion, wiſely guide 
Each new-born Motion in it's proper Courſe ? 

But O! ye bleeding Wounds, there's Eloquence 

In ev'ry Stream that guſhes from your Mouths, — 
Yes, Fathers, we'll lament great Brutus dead, 
But wreak our Vengeance on Porſenna's Head. 
When vain Ambition fir'd the youthful Boy 
Apollo's Offspring, and Climene's Joy, 


o M n Preſerved. - 


To bid the 3 pay Homage to his kay, 

Arid own his proud, his univerſal] Sway, 
Air, Earth, and Heav'n blaz'd in the common Rage, 
And one Man's Pride drew Ruin on an Age. 
Great Jove a-while deplores the human State, 

But ſoon collected in the Pow'r of Fate, 


53 


Aſſumes the God, his Thunder launches right, 
And ſinks the Wretch into eternal Night. 
¶ Exeunt omnes, Soldiers bearing Brutus on 
their Shields, _ 
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N 


er 


S CEN E Porſenna's Camp: Porſenna, and 
his Secretary fitting on a Tribunal, ſeveral 
going to and from the Setretary. 


Enter Mutius. 


MvuT1vs. 


7 US far unnotic'd I've purſu'd my 
Courſe: 

4 Lo; there he ſits; the Minions of his 
2 Pow'r 

Buz hov'ring round the Taper's mimick Blaze, 
And vainly court it, as the genial Day 

Mean Abjects ! dazled by the baneful Glare 

They cannot ſoar, their Pinions flag, are lopp'd, 


And they condemn'd to grov'l a ſervile State, 


Or periſh in the Rage of Tyrant Pride. 
Ye Pow'rs, that guide the Actions of the Brave, 
Direct my Arm to reach Porſenna's Heart, 


And fix the Freedom of our Parent Rome. 


[ Miftaking the Secretary for Porſenna, he ſtabs 
bim, then makes bis Way back "till over- 


powerd by the Guards. 
Por 


dd A 


, and 
*Veral 
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Por. Treaſon and Murder in my Preſence! 

Hah! | 

Speak Villain, who art ? what too daring Fiend - 

Prompted thy Arm to this audacious Deed ? 

Mut. Art thou Porſenna? Then Woe to my 

Hand, : 

That miſtook thee, elſe had that Blow been thine': 

Know I'm a Roman born, thy Mortal Foe, 

And what I dar'd, I dar'd in open Day, 

As a Foe, againſt thee my Country's Foe : 

T court thee not, nor palliate what I did, 

I came Yavenge the Injuries of Rome : + 

The Aim was glorious, and I grieve it failtd : 

I ſcorn the Frowns that cloth thy angry Brow, 

Thy utmoſt Pow'r is Death, and Death I brave : 

My Fame's immortal, is beyond thy Reach : 

That Roman Jewel ſhall unblemiſh'd ſhine, 

The only Jewel Romans dare Eſteem : 

Bring forth thy Racks, thy Tortures, Im Pre: 
par'd : 

The Death, my Roman Arm had Force to give, 

My Roman Mind has Courage to receive : 

Still thou'rt not ſafe ; upon thee Danger waits, 

The ſecret Dagger waits around thy Tent, 

The Dagger watches thy unguarded Hour, 

To ſate its Vengeance in thy hoſtile Breaſt : 

Dread not the Force of regular Array, 

Nor warlike Rage on the embattled Plain; 

Thy Doom awaits thee from a ſingle Arm : 

Ves: thou death- fated King, the Roman Youth 

*Gainſt thee-alone have vow'd eternal War, 4 

H 2 Regardleſs 


56 PorRytNNWs Inpgfon; or, 
Regardleſs of the vulgar Herd thou lead'ſt. 
At thy devoted Head their Vengeance points. 
Por. Thou talk'ſt wyſterious, of unfold thy 
Mind. 
Or Death, worſe than Death, footing Aae 
Shall rack the Secret from thy blaſted Tongue. 
Mut. I tell thee, TG» my Soul's above thy 
Racks; * 1 
Pm born a Roman, and our Maxims teach. 
To hazard nobly, Danger to deſpiſe. 
Pale Fear, and Terror ſit upon thy Soul, 
And bid thee tremble at impending Fate, 
Midſt all thy num'rous Guards. becauſe unjuſt ; 
Thy Fall is certain; with thy Fall thy Name 
Muſt periſh, or in black Remembrance live 
The raſh Invader of a Natign's Peace, 
Amidſt thy Troops, tho? ſingle, I am calm, 
Smile at thy Threats, and ev'ry Menace ſcorn, 
My Mind's at Peace; I've liv'd, I've liv'd enough, 
Liv'd to repel thy Force, and *venge our Rome. 
Por. My Patience can no longer brook the 
Slave. 
Prepare the Furnace, hurry him to Death, 
Let her glare on him with a flaming Eye, 
To ſcare the boaſted Roman from his Soul 
P11 melt thy Roman Heart, tho made of Steel. 
[ Side Scene opens ard diſcovers a Furnace, 
[ Porſenna fide, obſerving Mutius.] What Looks 
. unmov'd! ſurprizing Virtue's Force! 
Yon raging Flame is fraught with Pain and Death, - 
Or ſpeak, or own the Juſtice of thy Fate. 
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Mut, Too juſt my Puniſhment, who — ſo 
wide, 
And this miſguided Hand ſhall periſh firſt, — 
Of! Slaves, 'tis Mutius muſt puniſh Mutius. 
; [ He breaks from them, and thruſts bis Hand ' 
into the Furnace.] 1 
Learn, Tyrant, from this bold Example learn | 
How feeble is the Senſe t' affect the Mind 
Intent on Glory; long ere this my Soul (| 
Has wing'd her Flight, is on the Road to Bliſs 1 
Regardleſs how the mortal Frame conſumes, +] 
She ſmiles triumphant at thy baffled Rage. \ 
Por. ¶ Riſing haſtily.] Intrepid Youth! force him „ 
hence, Guards, obey. \t 
[ They force bim from the Furnace, 1 


Thou haſt a Soul to dare againſt thy ſelf ö 
More hoſtile Fury, than Porſenna dare: | 
What! tho* my Foe profeſs'd, Humanity \J 
Shrinks, ſhudders at the Torture thou muſt feel. 
Thou'rt Roman, yet thy Conſtancy has Charms. 
Tho? Captive by the Right of War, depart, 
And tell the Romans Honour's not confin'd 
To Romans. 
Mut. Ha! this Virtue has its Weight 
And ſince there's Virtue in Porſenna's Mind, 
That Tie ſhall draw the Secret from my Breaſt, 
Thy moſt malignant Racks cou'd not extort : 
Know then, three Hundred choiceſt Roman Youths 
Have ſworn, have with a ſolemn Vow engag'd 
By private Meaſures to aſſail thy Life, | 
My Lot was fixſt, but ſince my Arm has fail d. 
; Expect 
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1 RSENNA'S Invaſion ; or, 
Expect the Reſt, and tremble at the Thought, 
Each one more brave, more reſolute than 1. 


Por. Thanks for thy Caution, Raue, fare thee 


well: 
Depart in Peace; a Guard eſcort him _— 
Exit Mutius with Guards. 


[After a Pauſe Porſenna goes on.] Ye Chicftaing, 


Leaders of Hetrurian Troops, 
On this emergent Point your Counſel lend: 
To favour Tarquin's Cauſe we march*d to Rome, 
With Pleaſure, to relieve a Cauſe diſtreſs'd, 
Tho” much our Nation's Int'reſt was at Heart 
To ſpread the Honour of Hetruria's Name, 
By placing on this Throne a Vaſſal King; 
I thovght Diſſention reign'd in Roman Breaſts, 
And on their Cavils built my tow'ring Hopes, 
But lo! the Bonds of Union bind them cloſe, 
Cemented firmer by this warm Attack, 
As various Metals by the Rage of Fire 
Contoltdate, and form a common Maſs ; 
While thus connected they withſtand our Foree, 
Nature all laviſh has ſecur'd their Walls 
To baffle Threats of moſt perſiſting Foes ; 
Their Battle*s chang'd to private hardy Acts, 
That ſtealing in the Dark muſt reach their Aim: 
The darling Idol of the wav'ring Minds 
Young Tarquin met the Death he raſhly ſought 
To give: There fails another main Reſource, 
That Channel of Diſſention being ſtopt, 
Their Harmony muſt blaſt our vig'rous Hopes: 
Let us not vainly waſte our Time, our Strength 
| In 
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In ſhew of Battle on this idle Hill: 

My Voice ſounds for Peace, with a noble Foc 
I'd ek an Union, not unhappy War: 

J wait your beſt Opinions on the Point, 
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And from your Counſel ſeek my Nation's Good. 
Ch. Of. Our Sov'reign's Safety is of tender 


Weight, 


And ev'ry Word you urge, ſuch Reafon bears, 


We muſt aſſent to what our Sov'reign wills: 


For Peace we join, the gen'ral Voice for Peace. 


Por. Then ſtraight our Deputies be ſeat to 


Rome, 


And grant, ye Pow'rs, no other Foe may learn 


From them the pow'rful Band of Harmony ; 
That Band of Union baffles all our Force, 
And bids Porſenna bend another Courle. 


SCENE Rome, à Portico before the Forum. 


Enter Mutius and Clælia. 


Mut. Once more the Gods reſtore me to 
Sight of Celia. 
Cle. Ah! Mutius, unkind Mutins ! 0 


the 


Mut. Why does the gentle Calia thus ; reprove 


Her Mutius, who can live but in her Smiles? 
Of what doſt thou accuſe my faithful Heart, 


That warms to thee wich all is tenderelt ? 


Ca. 


od. — een, 
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Qi. Was it, was it kind to retire unknown; 
Unknown to Clzlia thus to riſque thy Life 
Without one Word, without one parting Look ? 1 
Didſt thou not think my tender Vows for thee 
Wou'd reach the Gods, wou'd waft thee ſafer Home? 
Vous from an Heart ſincere muſt ſurely wake 
The Ear of Heav'n, tnuſt charm the Guardian 

Pow'rs. 


Mut. Th* Attempt was hazardous, was cruly 
bald: 

Too mild was Celia to partake the Thought 

Of Perils, hoſtile Rage, and certain Death. 

To wipe the pearly Tear from Clælia's Eye 

I play'd the Tyrant with my Throbbing Heart, 

And ſhunn'd the farewel Bliſs to ſpare thy Grief. 
Cle. The deſtin'd Conſort of thy future Hopes, 

A Roman, who has dar'd the Rage of Death, 

May claim the Counſel of thy ſecret Heatt : 

My Soul was not ſo mean to bid thee ſhun 

The paths of Honour, tho” they lead to Death. 


Enter Horatius Cocles. 


II. Cor. Mutius, thou'rt nobly welcome to my 
| Arms, 

Prepare to meet thy Country's juſt Reward. 

Mut. To wait the Conſul's motion I attend, 
And this too worthy Fair their Call obeys, 

H. Cec. Porſenna's Deputies with ample Pow'r, 
Have laid before the Senate mildeſt Terms : 
Peace crowns the Day, and gives us Rome our own. 


Ma. 
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Mu. Then, Mars, give way to Ehen filkert 
Sway, 

And LT Peace; Peace and Love run the 
nd 


Yes : Lovely Clzlia, give thy Muir E 
Since War, our only Obſtacle to Bliſs, 


Is happily remov'd, thou'lt make me bleſt. 


H. Coe. By Brutus Will, Valerius has the 
Of Clelis: th diſpoſe her treaſurid Wofth, 
As ere his Death he wiſely liad propos d; 
[ 4 Shout, 
But hark! yon Shout; the Voice of gen'ral Joy, 
Diffuſes round, and wakes to chearful Sounds. 
[ Pithin, ] Liberty! Freedom Peace | CEP 
Peace! 
Make Way, make Way, and let the Conſul paſs. 
fas : Crouds ruſh in, 


Enter the Conſul "midſt Shouts of 7m. 


11 Citiz. Porſenna s Boaſts are vaniſh'd in the 
Clouds. 
2d Citix. The Conſul mounts the Roſtrum, let's 
attend. 
34 Citiz, Ceaſe, Ceaſe your Clamours, let's hear 
the Conſul. 
Val. Ye Sons of F reedom, happy Roman Races 
With Joy I ſpeak the Purport of this Day: 
Porſenna and his hov'ring Troops retire: _ 
The Roman Virtue has diſpers'd the Cloud 5 


That fat full heavy on our anxious Brow, | 
1 To 
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To Scenes of War Peace and e 
As oft the Morn with Miſts is overcaſt, 

Till genial Light collected in itſelf 

Burſts thro* the Vapour and renews the Day: 

To us the Honour of the Treaty leans, 

And adds a Luſtre to the Roman Name : | 
Concord and Harmony] your ſweet Effects! 
Had Int'reſt with a mean and private View, 
Difſoly'd the Band of Union, had the Bait 


Of Promiſes ſeduc'd the Reman Minds, 


Ere this the wretched Race had Vaſſals been; 

The galling Yoke of Arbitrary Pow'r | 

Had weigh'd our ſupple Necks to Tyrant Sway : 

But now th Alarm is o'er, and Rome's our own: 

Yet in the midſt of univerſal Joy 

We'll net omit the Præmiums juſtly due, 

To thoſe Heroick Spirits, who, at riſque 

Of Life, in Face of fell impending Death, 

Were firſt to raiſe their Country s Glory, firſt 

To ſtand the Shock, or give the happy Blow : 

The Matrons have been early in their Care, 

And have prevail'd to mourn great Brutus' Fall 

A Year in ſable Weeds, their Parent's Fall. 
Peop. Oh! Brutus ! Brutus] how is Brutus fall'n 
Val. Stand forth, thou Cocles, Pillar of the State, 


Who like a Rock withſtood'ſt the ruſhing Tide, 


To ſtern and bid the Surge in Smoke expire : 
Thy Country grateful to thy noble Toil 
Endows thee with Poſſeſſions of extent: 

The Circuit that thy Oxen in a Day 

Can compaſs with their Tackle, all be Thine. 
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A Statue to transfer thy deathleſs Name | 
Be rear'd, inciting Sons of future Rome 
To Acts of Glory emulous of thee.” 
H. Coc. My Country's liberal in laviſh Praiſe, 
My Life was her's as being Roman born, 
But now, diſtinguiſh'd thus her Fav'rite Son, 
How poor of due Return muſt I appear? 
Peop. Let him have Land enough he fav'd it all. 
Shout. 
Val. Thou, Mutius, who haſt ripen'd A. Maa, 
And in a ſingle Day run thro? an Age 
Of Glory, Honour, and a Partriot's Name, 
How ſhall thy Country worthily repay 
The Debt, ſhe from thy laviſh Soul receives? 
Accept the Stretch of Fields beyond the Tyber, 
Which, call'd from thee, ſhall hand thy living Fame 
To future Time, and bid the World admire. 
Mut. To ſtand Fair in my Country's Eye is more 
Of Worth, than all the Wealth ſhe can beſtow. 
I aim'd to act a Roman Part; ſince Rome 
Has judg d it ſuch, I'm amply, nobly paid. 
Peop. Mutius deſerves | it all : All, all, and more. 
[ Shout. 
Val. Clælia, thou ay Roman Soul, thou Pride 
Of thy Sex, and thy Country's Ornament, 
Thou like a Roſe, the Birth of Vernal Hours, 
Can'ſt charm &en Foes, tho? in an hoſtile Camp. 
Thy Virtue can diſarm their madding Rage, 
Weak is the ſimple Voice to ſpeak thy Praiſe : 
A Statue, that ſhall baffle Force of Age, 
A Statue of Equeſtrian Form be thine. 
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64 PoRSENNA'S Hugo; or, 
Cle. My Country over-rites my little Wortlf; 
My Actions cannot to her Uſe redound, + 
Mut. The modeſt Clzlia under-rates herſelf, 
And bluſhes at Recital of her Praiſe. 
Prop. Clælia's an Heroine, an Heroine. 
[ Shout. 
II. Coc. Moſt worthy Conſul, to compleat their 
Bliſs 
There's nothing wanting to this noble Pair, 
But joint Agreement to Unite for Life. 
Val. What ſay'ſt thou, Clin, can a youthful 
Heroe, | 
Great in the Line of Honour, move thy Heart? 
Cle. Mutius has that engaging Tenderneſs 
To move a Virgin Heart, That I miſt own — 
©! ſpare a Maiden to confeſs the reſt. 
Mut. Raptures ! Raptures! My Country and my 
Fair 
Conſpire with happy Means, to make me bleſt, 
In this great Hour I've liv'd an Age of Bliſs. 
Val. Ye happy Romans, to his Tenement 
Lach retire; thete enjoy the Peace purchas'd 
By your own Virtue, there ſecurely Live 
From Violence of Foes and Tyrant Force : 
Deep, Deep let theſe great Maxims in your Minds 
Deſcend: Let but one View direct your Aim, 
To guard the mas Good z no foreign Pow'r, 
That aims to rend your Union, is your Friend: 
Beneath the Shew moſt ſpecious Poiſon lurks, 
And means but, by dividing, to o'er-whelm you. 
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do while a Conſtant well directed Breeze 
Waſts a bold Veſſel o'er the ſwelling Seas, 
The threatning Surges laſh, hut laſh in vain, 
She rides in Triumph o'er the hoſtile Main: 
But if with various Storms the Canvaſls fills, 
The Sport of Winds ſhe on the Eddy reels : 
With Horror Views the ſever'd Billows gape, 
Rocks to and fro, no certain Courſe can ſhape, 
The very Blaſts that ſhou'd the Veſſel fave, 
Make her a Prey to the inſulting Wave. 

[I Exeunt omnes. 
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